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and then they sent for Mr. Smeeth, and after a bit, Mr,
Smeeth came back and said later on, y'know, just trying
to be ordinary like, as if nothing special had happened,
that you weren't coming back. I knew all the time there
was something funny about it. And I didn't see how
they'd told you, 'cos you didn't know last night, did you?
Course it's not my business, I know," she added, with a
wistful note, "but I couldn't help wondering. And I'm
sorry, too."
"You're sorry I'm not coming back?'*
"Yes, I am," she declared, tightening her lips, nod-
ding, then looking him full in the face. "I don't care
what anybody says—I am."
"I'm sorry, too. Can't be helped, I suppose. I've been
in trouble." His voice trembled slightly as a wave of
self-pity swept over him.
She kept her eyes fixed on his, and they were dark and
round. "Did you—do something?"
He nodded. Already, even in this nod, there was a
certain gloomy romantic suggestion.
"Course you needn't tell me if you don't want," she
said hastily, "but p'r'aps you'd like to, 'cos I'm not try-
ing to poke my nose in—it's not that—but I'd reelly,
reelly, like to know-'cos-well, it doesn't seem a bit fair,
turning you off like that, and I said so this morning.
You've always done your work all right, and you knew a
lot about it, didn't you? I'm sure you've helped me a lot,
and I don't care who knows it. And I said so straight
out. I spoke up for you. They can say what they like
about me, but I do stick up for my friends and anybody
I like." Then she lowered her voice. "You didn't take
something, did you?"
"D'you mean-pinch some money?"

